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Barbary  Bell 
Sally  Gray 
On  the  Peace 


Newcastle  upon  Tyne  :  & 

n^d-hy  J.  Mar/Lai!,  In  the  Old '7lefh-MarketT  % 

l/ijtrc  may  aJJo  bs  had,  a  largs  and  curium  Affortmeni 
oj  Songs,  Bd lads >Taks7  Hill'jrteu  l$<* 


Bar  bar y  Bell. 

OH,  but  this  liiive  is  a  ferious  thing! 
It's  the  beginner  o'  monie  waes  ; 
And  yen  had  as  guid  in  a  helter  fwing, 

As  luik  at  a  bonny  feace  now-a-days : 
Was  there  ever  a  peer  deeviliae  faihM  as  tpe? 

Nobbet  fit  your  ways ilili,  the  truth  Ps  tell, 
For  I  wifh  Pd  been  hung  on  our  codlen  tree, 
The  verra  furft  time  I  feed  Barbary  BelL 

Quite  lifh,  and  nit  owr  chrang  wP  wark, 
I  went  my  ways  down  to  Care!  fair, 

Wp  bran  new  cwoat,  and  brave  ruffled  fark, 
And  Dicky  the  (haver  pat  flour  P  my  hair  : 

Our  feyde  lads  are  ia\y  for  fun, 

Som?  tuik  ceyder,  and  feme  drank  yell ; 

Diddlen  Deavie  he  {track  up  a  tune, 
And  I  caper'd  away  wp  Barbary  Be)L 

Says  I, *  Bab/  fays  1, '  we'll  de  weel  eneugh, 
4  For  tou  can  kurn,  and  darn,  and  fpin  ; 
jCti  can  deyke,  men  car-gear,  and  hod  ttu 
pleugh; 

;  Sae  at  WhufTenday  neift  we'll  t*  wari 


c  Ps  turn'd  a  gay  {hen  awt'  neybors  fay  , 
c  I  fit  like  a  fumph,  nae  mair  niyfel^ 

*  And  up  or  a  bed,  at  he's  me  .or  away, 
4 1  think  o'  nought  but  Barbary  Bell* 

Then  whee  fudfteal  in  but  l^ofe^  the  Nuik, 
Dick  ox  the  Steyle,  and  twee  or  three  mair  \ 

Suin  B<nb'ry  frae  off  my  knee  they  tmk, 
cWey^  dang  it  !'  fays  I,  chut  this  is.nk  fair!' 

Robbie  he  kick'd  up  a  duft  in  a  crack, 
And  llicks  and  neeves  they  went  pel-mel. 

The  bottles  forby  the  clock  feace  they  bracfc, 

,But,  fares-te-weeL ■  whey  te- fit,  Barbary  Bc!in 

'Twas  nobbet  laft  week,  nee  lacng'er  feyne, 
I  wheyn'd  i*  the  nuik,  I  can't  tell  how : 
c  Get  up/,  fays  my  fadder,  c  ai>d  farra  the 
fweyne  j* 

*  Fs  bravely,  Bab  !'  fays  I?  (  how's  ton  ¥ 
Neift  mworn  to  If  cwoals  I  was  fworc'd  to 

But  cowp'd  the  cars  at  Tmdle-Fell, 
For  1  cruin'd  aw  the  way,  as  I  trotted  alattg. 
'  O  that  I'd  niver  kent  Barbary  Belt!' 

Thatverrafeame  neet,  up  to  Barbary  'shoufe, 
When  aw  fauld  fw-jk  were  Hggin  afteep, 
I  off  wi'  my  clogs,  and,  as  whiiht  as  a  aioufc, 
Ghvefd  up  to  "the  window,  and  tuik 
peep; 
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There  whee  fud  I  fee,  but  Watty  the  iaird — 
Qd  wheyte  leet  on  him !  I  rrmnnet  tell  ! 
ut,  on  .Setterd^y  neift,  if  I  Hye  and  be 
fpar'd, 

ril  wear  a  reed  cwot  for  Rarbary  BelL 

Sally  Gray. 

OME,  Deavie,  Fir  tell  thee  a  fecret, 
But  tou  man  JockT  up  F  thee  breaft, 
I  'wadder/t  for  aw  Dalfton  parifh, 

It  com  to  the  ears  of  the  reft : 
Now  Fil  hod  tee  a  bit  of  a  weager, 

A  groat  to  thy  tuppe'ns  I'll  lay, 
Tou  cannot  guefs  whee  Fs  in  luive .\vi% 
And  nobbet  keep  off  Sail  Gray, 

I  here's  Gurri whitton,  Cumwhinton,  Cum- 
ran  ton, 

Cumranffeii.  Xtxmrew,  and  Cumcatch, 
And  moriy  mair  cum's  F  the  county, 

But  nin  wF  Cumdivock  can  match; 
It%  iae  neyce  to  luik  owre  the  black  pafxure, 

The  fells  abuin  aw,,  far  away—. 
There  is  nee  fee  pleace,  nit  in  England, 
cor  there  lives  the  f\veet_  Sally  Gray.- 
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I  was  febenteen  laft  Collop  Monday, 

And  (he7s  jufc  the  verra  feaine  yage  ; 
For  ae  kits  o*  the  fweet  lips  o'  Sally, 

Pd  freely  give  up  a  year's  wage  ; 
For  in  lang  vv  inter  neets  when  fliers  fpinnin, 

And  fingin  about  Jemmy  Gay, 
I  keck  by  the  hay-flack,  and  liffen, 

For  fain  wad  1  fee  Sally  Gray. 

TJad  ton  feen  her  at  kurk,  man,  laft  Sfunday, 
Toil  cou'dn't  ha'e  thought  o'  the  text  y 
;Biit  ftie  fat  neift  to  Tom  o'  the  Lonnin, 

Tou  may  think  that  meade  me  quite  v-xt. 
iThen  I  pafs'd  her  gawn  owre  the  lang 
meedow, 
Says  I,  '  Here's  a  canny  wet  day  !' 
.wad  ha^e;fifid  mair,  but  how  cou'd  e, 
When  luikeri  at  fweet  Sallv  Gray  ! 

caw'd  to-  fup  cruds  wir  Dick  Miller. 
And  hear  aw  his  cracks  and  his  jwokes, 
The  dumb  wife  was  tellin  their  fortunes, 

What !  I  mud  be  like  other  fwokes  % 
RiVV  chalk  on  a  pair  of  aul  •  bellows. 

Twee  letters  (he  meade  in  her  way, 
[S  means  Sally  the  wide  war]  owre, 
I  And  G  ftands  for  nought  elfe  but  Gray* 
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0  was  I  but  Ivvord  o'  the  manor, 

A  nabob,  or  parliament  man, 
"What  thoufands  on  thoufands  Vd  gie  her. 

Wad  fhe  nobbet  gie  me  her  ban  ! 
A  cwoach  and  fix  horfes  I'd  buy  her. 

And  gar  fwok  ftan  out  of  the  way 
Then  I'd  lowp  up  behint,  like  a  footman- — 

Oh !  the  warl  for  my  fweet  Sally  Gray. 

They  may  brag  o*  their  feyne  Carel  laffes, 
Their  fathers,  their  durtment  and  leace \ 

God  help  them !  peer  death-luikin  bodies, 
Without  a  bit  reed  o*  their  feace ! 

But  Sally's  j uft  like  aJ lyblafter, 
Her  cheeks  are  twee  rwofe-buds  in  May 

O  lad  !  I  cou'd  fit  here  for  ever, 
And  talk  about  fweet  Sally  Gray. 

On  the  Peace* 

Tune— <c  There's  nae  luck  about  the  houfe." 

ISToWV  God  be  prais':),  we've  peace  at  laft 

For  Niehoi  he's  been  down, 
And  fee  a  durdem,  Nichol  fays, 

They've  had  hi  Lunnbn  town  ; 

The  king  thought  war  wad  ruin  aw, 

And  Bonny  prat  the  feame, 
And  fome  lay  teanev  and  fome  fay  beath 

Ha*e  long  been  much  to  bleame. 


jSJow  monie  a  wife  will  weep  for,  joy*, 

And  mome  a  bairn  be  fain* 
To  fee  the  fodders  they'd  forgot. 

Come  fafe  and  found  again  ; 
And  monie  a  yen  will  watch  in  vain, 

Wi*  painfu'  whopes  and  fears. 
And  oft  the  guilty  \$retches bleame. 

That  let  fwok  by  the  ears* 

m        £r  ,.•  ..;        v  •;  -^v-^   '  '.. 

My  couua  Tommy  went  to  -fea, 

And  loll  his  left-hand  thum> 
He  tells  fee  teaies  about  the  fight,' 

They  mek  us  aw  fit  dum : 
He  fays,  it  is  reet  fearfu'  wark, 

For  them  that's -fwore'd  to  fee't— 
The  bullets  whuzzing  past  yen's  lugs, 

And  droppin  down  like  fleet. 

But  Peter,  our  peer  forvent  man, 

M|as  far  owre  proud  to  work  ; 
They  faid  a  captain  he  fud  be,  • 

Alang  wiV  Duke  o'  York  ; 
Wi*  powderM  head  away  he  mareli'd, 

And  gat  a  wooden  leg  $ 
But  mQnie  a  time  he's  rueli  fin-fvne, 

For  now  heVfwovc'd  to  fetefe 
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Ay,,  but  our  Silly  wull  be  fain, 

Sud  Lain  y  'but  come  back! 
Then  ovvre  the  fire,  i*  the  winter  neetsy 

We  wull  ha*e  nionie  a  crack  ; 
He'll  .-tell  us  aV  the  ins  and  outs, 

For  he  can  write  and  read  ; 
But  Sally's  heart  for  fur e  'II  break, 

m  he's  amang  the  dead. 

O  !  but  I  us'd  to  wonder  much, 

And  think  what  thoulands  fell; 
Now  what  they've  aw  been  feghtin  for, 

The  de'il  a  yen  can  tell : 
But,  God  be  prais'd !  we've  peace  at  laft, 

The  news  has  fpread  afar ; 
O  may  our  bairns  and  bairns' bairns  hear 

Nae  iiialr  oViBurd'ioas.  war ! 
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